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" Yes, in the little house on the right."
" It's a queer business. I should like to ask the concierge if she knows the details of it."
" She's an old fool. I shall be surprised if she tells you anything interesting. But you can always try."
Emboldened by this first step, Quinette crossed the street again, opened the gate, and found " Concierge " written in little black letters over a tumbledown door.
" Excuse me, madame. Hope I'm not disturbing you. I am a neighbour of yours. The bookbinder down the street, you know. I've just seen the papers. You must have had a terrible shock."
The concierge was a little old woman, very thin, very bent, with a hooked nose, and eyes that were still keen. She had a metallic voice, whose volume was surprising,
" You belong about here ? So you do. I thtnlc IVe seen you passing, you and that beard of yours."
She looked at him closely, not in too friendly a way.
" An old fool ? " Quinette said to himself. ** Noting of the kind. Very wide awake, on the contrary. I should not have come."
He found some difficulty in continuing the conversation; but he made an effort.
" I live in a rather isolated little house, too. Rather like this one of yours. I can tell you it made a nasty impression on me. Made me say to myself all at once that one is at the mercy of any burglar. I thought the neighbourhood was safer than that. Of course, when you have lived in a neighbourhood for a long time, you get to think that it is not like others. Makes you ask yourself, too, whether the police know their business, doesn't it, madame ? Considering that we count on them to protect us ! I suppose they really did look into things, anyway ? "
** They've sealed the place up."
" Oh, have they ? Of course they questioned the neighbours ?"
** They did what had to be done. It*s nothing to do with me/'